544                           OLIVER     WISWELL
I knew how they felt. I had a horse, but I was seldom on his bade.
Most of the time, it seemed to me, I was pulling him over bad spots
by main strength, or holding exhausted women from Craig's Goa-
gregation in the saddle. Like every one else, I had footscald ; such
was the pain that I shrank from each step as from thrusting my hand
in fire. My muscles ached and trembled from hoisting wagons over
fords ; my blistered hands burned from helping to unload and reload *
the wagons unnumbered times a day.
I could always escape from Buell by taking to the laurel thickets
after game, but I couldn't so easily avoid Julia when she came to sit
close beside me, and brought to bear upon me not only a score of
softly whispered arguments, but many an unspoken one, as to why I
should follow her through the mountains into the Great Meadom
beyond the Gap. Truth to tell, I didn't always wish to evade her.
" Listen, Mr. Cavalier Gentleman Honey," she might say, detain-
ing me without much difficulty. " You put that gun right back in the
wagon where it belongs and sit here on this nice warm stone with poor
Julia awhile ! No ; don't act like I'm a centipede ! I'm not going
to bite, and there's plenty room for two. Look down with Julia at
that pretty valley there."
Then most likely, as she pointed, her soft arm would touch my
cheek, not briefly. "Just across three or four more of those pretty
valleys and we'll be in Kentucky, you and Julia. My goodness, I ha^e
seen gentlemen that liked Julia better'n they would a war. Honest,
sometimes I believe you want to make me cry, Oliver lamb ! **
" No, Julia ; that's the last thing I want to do ! " "
" I wish I thought it, Oliver ! Look, lamb ; ain't you making me
feel you love an old war better'n me ? Ain't I entitled to think you
almost can't stand me, if rather than sit by me, all cosy, you wish you
were sticking a dirty old bayonet up under some other gentleman's
waistcoat, and having him'slosh your ears off with his great big sabre
wliile you're cutting his stomach out!
" Look, petty pie : look at all these miles and miles of people up
and down this road, getting away from all such vile doings ! Whem
they're in Kentucky, they aren't gojbg to have any quickfoot Ettle
Julia playing around to wait on *em and make Jem comfortable ! AM
they'll have is Kentucky itself, but they'd rather have that than all tbe
fighting and tearing out people's stomachs !
" But you, you old Mr. Granite-face Boston Frost, you'd rather ,
have your ears sloshed off than have Kentucky and Julia too, with
your slippers warming by the fire.   Now you let me alone, Oliver
Wiswell! I have not got tears in my eyes ! I am not crying ! I wouldn't
cry for any ice-cake^ ear-sloshing gentleman on this whole big
uth!"